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PREFACE. 



When we lately enacted the part of literaiy 
accoucheur, or to speak in plainer and apter French, 
(barring the gender,) of sajge-femme^ in assisting at 
the introduction to the world of a sweet little 
sample of beUu lettres, under the title of '^ Poetry 
for THE Million," we had no idea that our 
Editorial labours would be so soon put again in re- 
quisition. 

Podtively MP. will be the death of us, if he 
go on at this rapid and prolific rate. As we read 
his quotation in our title-page, and reflected on his 
still youthful and gay bearing, we began to en- 
tertain the kind of alarm so feelingly expressed 
by our foreign fiiend, when the nurse announced 
his dear little wife's twenly-first child, '' Comment/ 
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diabkt Vrngt-et-un ! et mafemme encore si jeune et 
sijolie/r* 

But what most perplexes us in the letter, which 
we are now to lay before our dear femUy, we need 
hardly say that we mean the 
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is the unaccountable denial by MP. of the former 

bantling's legitimacy ; and that he should send the 

present little michin to squeak out that his elder 
brother is really and in truth nulHui JQius^ and yet 

that papa is determined not to disown, but to boast 
of him as if he were actually his own. This in- 
consistent and strangely-involved mystery is beyond 
our unravelling. 

There can be no doubt that both ^ babbies' are 
scions from the same stock ; that (to use a Nimrod- 
ian phrase) they both come from an equally pure 
breed, being own brothers, having the same sire 
and dam ; and, until M.P. shall satisfactorily prove 
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that he was not within the four seas for so long 
previously to the birth as may be fairly allowed for 
the period o£ jesta.iion^ we shall feel it our bounden 
duty still to regard both children as equally 
legitimate. 

M.P.'8 denial of paternity is a remarkable event 
in our domestic affiirs, and stands a chance of be- 
comingf as the Junius and Waverley authorships 
were in their several and respective days, a sort of 
puzzle for the Million. We would &in take 
some comfort (mingled, however, with the alarm 
aforesaid) from the announcement in the quotation 
aheady referred to, as affording ground for hope 
that a No. 3, or a No. 4, will clear away the ob- 
scurity. 

And now, changing the metaphor, we beg to 
remind THE Million of the story of the organ- 
blower, who very reasonably insisted on having, 
and. by an eaay and a dmple contriyance, obtained, 
his fidr share of the praise lavished on the player's 
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performance. With equal justice, so long as we 
"have the honour of a seat" as organ-blower to 
M.P., we claim our share of the applause which 
must follow his tuneful achievements ; and since, 
like Freeman the giant, M.P. is " bom to great- 
ness," we intend to appropriate to ourselves a por- 
tion of his grandeur. But then, we feel ourselves 
equally Hable to our share of the blame for all 
faulty crotchets and disorderly quaverings in these 
our joint voluntaries. Writers and Editors have 
their ftdl proportion of the infirmities of huma- 
nity ; and, as Touchstone says, ''we, that have 
good wits, have much to answer for." But all our 
jarrings and discords, we beg to assure THE Mil- 
lion, are quite unintentional. We hope nothing 
wiU have occurred to disturb our harmony ; and 
that, our poetry being for THE Million, we shall 
*' fit audience find, though (not) few." 



Peter Pbigoins. 



St. Peter's Coll., Oxon, 
Christmas, 1842. 



NOTA BENE. 

It is solely firom our ardent love for the mil- 
lion that we are induced to volunteer advice 
concerning our Poetry for THE Million, similar 
to that so disinterestedly proffered by the illustri- 
ous Morrison respecting his pills for the Mil- 
lion; viz., " Try No. 1* first, and then No. 2." 

P. P. 



* Of Na 1 there are still a few copies unsold. 
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POETRY FOR THE MILLION. 



LETTER. 
Deab Peteb, 

After straggling hard 
To make myself indeed a bard ; 
Squee&ng my muddy brains quite dry 
To show ihe world I did not lie, 
When in the House, one luckless night 
I made that speech on copyright ; 
Like barren hen, I grieve to say 
My fSruitless womb can yield no lay. 

Though I in med'cine am admired, 
I fisel no Muse has me inspired : — 
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In physic g^eat, — a poet not^ 
'Tis only half the god Fye got. 

^sop relates that when the asa * 

Wanted as Leo Max : to pass. 
The lion's skin he proudDiy wore 
Until he tried the lion's roar ; 
Rohed in fifdse dress, the humbug walked 
All majesty, — ^mitil he talked. 
And now, the fable to transpose, 
A poet, who will wear my clothes. 
And print his yerses in my name. 
Must ease me of a load of shame. 



Judge with what pleasure then I look. 
Dear Pbiggins, on your little book ; 
For though I wrote no single line. 
Millions won't know but what 'tis mine. 
I'm too discreet to bray abroad 
The secret of this pious fraud ; 
But in dose lodge FU keep it tiled. 
And laugh, that Millions are beguiled : 
And when a member next says '* Try it," 
ni show the book, and say — ^' There, buy it ; 
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*^ m trouble you for shillings fiye 
*^ Firsty for I trust no man aJiye : 
« 'Tis dirt-cheap, so unlock your fob, 
" Fork out, and hand us here fiye bob." 

My lasting gradtude to you 
For this, dear Pbio, I feel is due. 
Without your aid, ne'er had my name 
Been gilded with poetic £eune ; 
Filling THE Million with surprise. 
From Highgate Hill to Clapham Rise. 
Now, in the House, whene'er I go it, 
Shaw will exclaim, *^ Hear! hear! the Poet!" 
" Finsb'ry," Fll cry, " a poet yields 
" Fresh from Parnassus in Moorfields ; 
" Phync and poetry I follow ; 
^* In both Fm greater than Apollo. 
** Fye qua£F*d the sacred Helicon, 
** And Pegasus I ride upon. 

*^ No longer deem me a mere spouter, 
** (Though Fm in gab an out-and-outer,) 
'* But decorate my brow with bays, 
" liGne be the minstrel's highest praise ; 
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*' And round my neck, at Death's grim portal, 

'< Let me be labell'd * Babd Ihmobtai. !' 

" Thus let me die, of £ftme in sure hope, 

'* Immortalized, at least in Europe. 

<^ Then, as old Charon steams me o'er 

'^ The Stygian stream to Pluto's shore, 

'^ All the choice spirits of that land 

^* Shall welcome me upon the strand ; 

'* Shall lo Pcsans not refuse, 

'' But haol me as The Fdtsb'&t Muse." 

Thus, Phcebus-like, I'll stretch the bow, 
And to the House my glory show. 

To praise your book 's a pleasing duty, 
I think each passage is a beauly; 
But yet THE MnxioN still must wish 
Some fable had adom'd the dish. 

I send you one, in style of H y 

To prints if you should deem it good. 
Fair, tender maids will loye the moral ; 
Nor with it yriU the Million quarreL 
It should, I iliink, with ibis name pass : 
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A FABLE OF THE BEAR AND GLASS. 

1. 
Bbuxn, altliough a handsome brute, 

Did in his love miscaRy» 
When to a vase of glass his suit 
He made, and wished to many. 

2. 
' No,' said the brittle, ciystal Jug, 

' With you I will not pair : 
' For, since I cannot bear a hug, 
' m neyer hug a Bear.' 



To match the fable, con amorcy 
I also send the following stoiy : 
The amorous Million like a joke. 
My wife has named it— 

JOHN'S REVOKE. 

1. 
John Daw was liked b j Julia Dove, 

Who fancied him a trump ; 
But^ when she came to coax his Wei, 

He proved a lifeless lump. 
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2. 

And this it was which made them part. 
Though they had no dispute ; 

While JuHa gaily led a heart, 
John would not follow suit 



That part ahout the crowner's quest 
Is undeniably your best. 
Each of the characters there strikes, 
And that James Jinks I *' rayiher likes." 
This mudlark is a bonny bird. 
Whose notes I frequently haye heard. 
"Hh sire, a sailor, being drowned, 
I duly sat upon and crown'd ; 
The verdict then retum'd to me 
Was in these words, '^ Fellow de sea." 
The orphan I my heir have made, 
Hoping he*ll learn the sawbones trade: 
And, as humanity is catching. 
Perhaps yotell teach him body-snatching. 

The surgeon-witness I know well ; 
In Barbican he used to dwell, 
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Where with a hutcher he resided, 
Bemgjoint-tenaxiU, though divided. 
The doctor, who could well unrig 
New-furnished graves, and corpses prig, 
Came home, one morning, tired and muddy, 
Leaving a suhject in his study. 
That night, while Walkeb gave a spread. 
From *8 study Cleaver honed the dead ; 
And having chopp'd it small and neat. 
He sold the iiesh for sausage-meat ; 
The rest, this reckless carcass-heVr 
Boil'd down for soup to feed the poor. 
So, this dead rohbery, or pillage. 
Served to enrich the paupers' skillage. 
Such roguery, quite unendurable, 
Produced a quarrelling incurable. 

But don't you think, my dearest pRio, 
Those epigrams are iiifra dig, f 
Are they not stupid, poor, and tame. 
The points so dull ; the feet, too, lame ? 
At one, I know the critics rail, 
As being miserably stale. 
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To tell the truth, I'm not A, 1, 
At makuig out a joke or pun ; 
And, 'pon my life, it*s mj opinion 
My graadfidre waa no Carthaginian; 
Though this did certainly bef al, 
My mothei^s name was " Annie Ball," 
Who sold her mangle and wasfa-tub, 
And founded the first Pun-ic dub. 

Here it occurs^ I fairly might 
Just say a word about that F l 



Placing him tmcy men among, 
I thought decidedly was wrong. 
Confirmed were my surmises, when 
rd speered of the crack femcy men. 
I asked the poets and the bruisers. 
Markers in red, and scribbling musers. 
'Twas Thomas Spring I first addressed, 
(Being of £BUQcy men the best,) 
Tom bow'd, and smiled, and thus began 
^* I'm sure he is no &xxcy man ; 
** For, if he were, I think," said Spring, 
*^ I should have seen him in our ring." 



POETBT FOB THE MILLION. 19 

Said Scroggins — '^ Pbio has told a fib : — 
'^ Pbio is rdated, nr, to C&ib : — 
*^ For this here Fl , bj all the poVrs, 
<< Isn't no fimcj man of aurs.^ 

T ^D, whose *' mighty hunger" needs 

The pky-house fame on which he feeds, 

Was most indignant at m j question, 

As if it spoiled his nice digestion. 

Said he, quite sayage, ** What pretence 

<< Is there fin* tins impertinence ? 

'^ To question me, a fimcy Jion ! 

** Literature's monarch ! who wrote Ion ! ! 

<< Within my realm I know no Fl 

''Away! begone! avoid my sight !" 

Said B— — B, '* Since there's demonstration 

*^ That he has no imagination, 

'* A fimcy man he can't be dearly, 

'^ But a Tile wretched punster merely ; 

*^ And if this man aspire to letters, 

" Poking his nose among his betters ; 

'' If midst our heads he show his phis, 

^* * Kersey is down, and fustian ris.' 
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*^ Fancy and fame are high rewards 
" Only for baronets and lords ; 
'* You and your FinsbVy fellows know it ; 
** Take yourself off I'' So spake this poet. 

Now, if of poets ihese be samples. 
Poets don't set genteel examples ; 
For, neither did the ciyil thing, 
Like Johnny Scroggins and Tom Spring. 

The fietncy baronet was pert, 
At self and friends thus thro^nng dirt ; 
For this, Apollo shall allow 
No laurel wreath to touch his brow : 
But dandelions, nettles, docks. 
And henbane shall entwine his locks. 
T— - — D m make, by taming cBet, 
like Amburgh's Hon, mild, and quiet ; 
111 shaye his mane, extract each dental, 
Pare down hb claws, and make him gentle; 
When his next Ion*s played. Til cough. 
And Finsb'ry pits shall shout <' Off! Off r 
And when, at Death's stem invitation. 
He comes to me for crowneration, 
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These words the verdict shall contain — 
^* Died £rom prolapsus of the brain." 
Him and his plays I'll then dismiss 
To Lethe, with a damning hiss ! 



And now, as to the Finsb'iy Butt : — 
I chance to know the very hut 
In which he liyed, and I avow 
That his descendant lives there now. 
He is a doctor too,— of shoes, 
AUas a cobbler ; but his views 
Above his art soar far awaj : 
For instance, in our talk, one day, 
Says he, ^^ Do tell me why, I pray, 
'' The French, as fell at Waterloo, 
** Are like to this here cobbled shoe ?** 
I guessed in vain ; and when I*d ended. 
He laughing said " *Tb cause they're men dead. 
This is a fragment of his wit, 
Which struck me as a crowning hit. 
And then, among his traps and strapSi 
He showed me some poetic scraps,— 
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<< Fancy and fame are high rewards 
** Only for baronets and lords ; 
*' You and your FinsVry fellows know it ; 
'^ Take yourself off I'' So spake this poet. 

Now, if of poets these be samples. 
Poets don't set genteel examples ; 
For, neither did the civil thing, 
Like Johnny Scroggins and Tom Spring. 

The fancy baronet was pert, 
At self and friends thus throwing dirt ; 
For ihis, Apollo shall allow 
No laurel wreath to touch his brow : 
But dandelions, nettles, docks. 
And henbane shall entwine his locks. 
T— - — D m make, by taming cBet, 
like Amburgh's lion, mild, and quiet ; 
111 shaye his mane, extract each dental, 
Pare down his claws, and make him gentle; 
When his next Ion's played, Til cough, 
And Finsb'ry pits shall shout " Off I On !" 
And when, at Death's stem Invitation, 
He comes to me for crowneration. 
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These words the verdict shall contain — 
** Died £rom prolapsus of the hrain.** 
Him and his plays HI then dismiss 
To Lethe, with a damning hiss I 



And now, as to the FinsVry Butt : — 
I chance to know the very hut 
In which he lived, and I avow 
That his descendant lives there now. 
He is a doctor too,— of shoes, 
AUas a cohhler ; hut his views 
Above his art soar far away : 
For instance, in our talk, one day, 
Sajrs he, *^ Do tell me why, I pray, 
** The French, as fell at Waterloo, 
** Are like to this here cobbled shoe ?" 
I guessed in vain ; and when Fd ended. 
He laughing said ** *Tis cause they're men dead. 
This is a fragment of his wit, 
Which struck me as a crowning hit. 
And then, among his traps and straps. 
He showed me some poetic scnqps,-— 
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FngitiYe pieces ; and «aich line^ 
FroYedlnm a &TOiirite of the '^ Nine.** 
These relics, horn beneath his li^stone. 
If lean prig, I shall peihaps own. 
Htting THE Muxioir to a T, 
Theyll do for poems No. 3 ; 
And, ere 70a publidli No. 4, 
lake artfbl dodge, Fll piig some more. 
He gave me (after fourteen ^^goes") 
The letter whidi I now enclose. 

Just now I have no Finsb'iy news, 
Wherewith jaar ear I may amnse : 
And till the session have begun, 
** There is no news beneath the sun." 
Then, soon as e'er the House shall meet, 
m barely leisure get to eat. 
Having scarce time for meat or drink, 
Of course, I never stop to think; 
Though, as my tongue delights in clatter, 
I alwajrs speak on every matter. 
And what with corn-laws, poor-laws. Chartists, 
Schools of design, and fresco artists ; 
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With ursine M — z, and litde R— — k ; 
(Who, with '* the Times," alas, has no luck ;) 
And what with P — ^l, and Dan's repeal, 
Lord Johnny's sulks, and C-b — it's zeal ; 
Lect'ring the House about free-trade. 
Making the landowners afrud ; 

With teaching F tt, W — m^ and Sh — , 

Questions of privilege and law; 

What wilih the tariff, and debates 

On Ireland, and the Papal states ; 

WiA G — -L — N*s estimates, and budget, 

And voting money (though I grudge it) ; 

Our colonies and emigration. 

And treaties with each foreign nation ; 

And what with sinecures and pensions ; 

With I — —-8, and his church extensions ; 

"^^th E— — — E (who once prigged my seat), 

His church-rates, and the tax on meat ; 

With education, jails, and W — ^e ; 

And what with *^ catching Speaker's eyes," 

And what with imitating Burke ; 

Besides my daily crowner's work ;— 
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ni haye, by Joye, so much to do, 
111 not know bow to write to you. 

H— — B, Fm told, at tbe Pavilion, 
Has drawn Her Majesty's postilion, 
Meaning the portrait for the Milliok. 
They will not now lament, as lost, 
The thousands which the stables cost. 
Cr — ^w — K is doing charming bits 

Of landscape^ at the Gravel Pits. 
He, like ourselves, in prigging deals ; 
But 'tis from Nature's self he steals. 
L — ^DS — ^B, to 'scape the London fogs. 
Is painting at the Isle of Dogs, 
Ce — KS — K, superlatively clever. 
Delights us all, as much as ever. 

While T ^R, who despises fitness, 

Slill '^ beats all Natur" with a witness : 
Handling the ribands of the Sun, 
Unchecked the brilliant coursers run ; 
Madly he goads the glorious steeds, 
Till the rash Phaeton's feite succeeds. 
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I mean, next session, to make Joe 
Give the R. A.s another hlow. 
The Million shall their pictures see 
Free gratis, and without a fee. 
There's a good story told of Job ; 
Observing the Coreggio, 
Joe placed upon his nose his wise thumb, 
And said " That picture is a /Ttf^-sum !*' 
Poor Joey's mind, we all agree, 
Is limited to L, s. d. 

How the House laughed, when this dull tool 
Our great sea-captain called a fool ! 
Joe never since has ceased to pout. 
Saying he'd turn — not call — him out. 
For his offence, must Bluff atone. 
By loss of seat for M arybone. 
Joe feels his way with Vestiy motions, 
Martyrs, and monumental notions. 
Already have some Irish diggers 
Begun a column for ^m Jiggers, 

My colleague Tom still ^^ comes it grand." 
B — X — N still drives his four-in-hand. 
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Trafalgar's pillar is not done^ 
Nelson's Times coach has ceased to run* 
p — L — K has cut ofiF Akhbar's tail 
By exercise of " power of Sale." 
The Noes have entertained a plot 
To negative the thanks to Nott. 

G ^H has in China gained some laurels. 

Suisse has composed a work on morals* 
Beaidwood, advised by De. Uee, 
Dispenses " the cold water cure." 
Hymen tucks in his " bub and grub" 
At the United Service Club. 
Fortune is still all blind and stupid. 
Plutus has lately murdered Cupid. 
Sir Timber, by his will, thinks meet 
To leave his head to pave the street. 
And quorum benchers, wise and good. 
For paving doom their blocks of wood. 
When these bequests shall come to hand. 
Horses will better understand, 
And not msikBfatuc pas in the Strand. 
'Tis said the old green man and still 
Died yesterday without a will. 
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The new green man, Lord H- 



Has made the money-scriveners sour. 
B — F£ on the stage intends to bring 
A new base voice, one Runjeet Sing. 

F to do friend St e has strived. 

John Chinaman 's not yet arrived. 

Here I must end, not having time 
To cobble any further rhyme. 
live got a quest and jury waiting, 
So must shut up this tete-a-tetemg. 

The season's compliments I send : 
May you all happiness attend : 
May many a year have passed and gone, 
Before your corpse I sit upon. 
But oh ! when Death's gaunt, gloveless hand 
Tears you from our gay, social band ; 
And (having flashed your wit's last sally) 
He takes you to his dark cold valley ; 
I'll mourn aloud, with eyes all leaky, 
Wailing O fteyai Ilav T(6injK€ ! 

B 2 
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And on your tomb I thus will fix it, — 

Quaindiu vixit, bene vixit 

Farewell ; once more, long may you live : — 

All blunders of my pen forgive. 

Adieu : — ne'er mind the glove : — and no fuss :- 

Your hand, old boy : — Fm. coron. opus. 

M.P. 



Christmas, 1842. 



NOTES- 



Page 11, line 3.— " Squeezmg." 

This has become a strictlj correct Parliamentary 
phrase, since certain (late) great officials were eloquently 
described as '* squeezable materiab." Their having 
been since '^ squeezed" out altogether, shows that the 
description was no less correct than eloquent. 

Page 11, line 7.^" Like barren hen." 

A cooler piece of priggery than this we never 
detected. The idea is stolen from an impromptu of 
a very particular friend of ours, when a certain 
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well-kuown literary character's " doing the vocal" 
with his own compositions happened to become 
the subject of conversation. Our friend's impromptu, 
as near as we remember, was in these words : 

Like cackling hen, 
A poet may 
Conceive, and then 
Sing his own lay. 

Page 12, line 8. " All majesty." 

M. P. having poked among some old jest-bodks, 
probably ferreted out that notable conimdrum, '' What 
is Majesty without its externals? Answer — ^A jest." 
Now, we editors are loyal folk, and can hardly counte- 
nance this application of M.P.'s deep reading. We beg 
to tell M.P. that his jesting with royalty is no joke ; 
and we hope that he will not disregard our caution. 
'Tis true that, in the distant perspective, we have a 
dim view of a better reward than mere monastic ivy 
for our learned brows — we mean a baronetcy — to be 
presented to our gracious self by Her most gracious 
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Majesty, who is fully aware that, by thus honouring us, 
she will be delighting the Million. Our loyalty, 
however, is not dependant on any thing of that sort, 
but flourishes in the congenial soil of the warm heart, 
which is tenant in fee-simple of every true and faithful 
subject of Queen Victoria. Crod bless her ! 

Page 13, line 6. " Dear Paio." 

This is the only line in which we have taken the liberty 

to alter a single word. In the original MS. it is written 

*^ friend," which we thought so very Quakerish, that, 
out of regard for Mr. Sturge and his Million, we at 

once made " friend" " Prig." 

Page 13, line 16. " greater than Apollo." 

This is modest, certainly. We should have thought 
that M.P. had less of Apollo about him than of 
Mercury — we mean, the blue pill and the Plummer*8, 
not the eloquence. The only association with Apollo 
that M. P. presents, is in his resemblance to Apollo's 
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favourite bird ; for M.P.'s peculiar swagger, crowing, 
^nd wing-clapping, are all decidedly characteristic of a 
thorough " cock of the walk." But then, we are to 
remember that he says only what he shall tell the Hotise^ 
not what he knows himself ; and, no doubt, he fancies 
there are several humbugs in the House, as big as him- 
self, and quite as ready to listen to his balderdash as he 
is to give it tongue; wherein, we fear, he is not far 
out. 

Page 14, line 5. " As old Charon steams me o'er." 

Although the accounts from China had informed us 
of the " Devil Ships" (as our celestial friend calls the 
steamers) having penetrated into strange places, we 
were quite unprepared for the announcement of the 
General Steam Navigation Company having established 
any stations on the shores of the Styx for the accommo- 
dation of TH£ Million. We would give a trifle out of 
the profits of our " Poetry for the Million," to know 
the name of this steamer, whereof, according to M.P., 
that old, experienced Commander, The Hon. Capt. 
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Charon, R. N., K.C.B., is the skipper. Probably she is 
called after some eminent doctor, such as '^ The Aber- 
nethy," or " The BaiUie." 

Page 14, Ime 10. 
<< Hail me as The Finsb'bt Muss." 

M.P. appears to us to hare here taken an amusing 
liberty in antidpating that he shall be able to shift 
off bis manhood when he '' shuffles off his mortal coil." 
All the Muses being of the femimne gender, of 
course, M.P. regards the decent too much not to be 
prepared to do the lady-like, when he puts in his ap- 
pearance as Muse No. 10. Blackstone and Whitelock, 
and some other text-writers on the constitution, have 
laid it down in black and white, that Parliament can 
do every thing except make a man a woman. We hope 
that M.P.'s assumption of a power, superior even to that 
of Parliament, will not expose him to the punishment 
attending a breach of privilege : but we take a modi- 
cum of comfort from the feu^t that, even should such an 
unhappy result ensue, M.P. (unhke one of the poor 
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sherifiTs) happens to be blessed with not " a particularly 
short neck." 

Page 14, line 11. " Phoebus-like, 111 stretch the bow." 

Here is a double- barrelled metaphor. In M. P.'s 
projected speech to the House, he evidently intends to 
stretch the bow, commonly known among boundng- 
tongued toxopholites as tlie long bow : and, as he con- 
templates shooting off a most extravagant bounce, an 
allusion to the very longest bow he could imagine, is 
apposite enough. Its unsubstantial brilliancy too, pro- 
bably occurred to M.P. as aptly illustrating the display 
of his " glory." We, however, leave the poetical Mil- 
lion to expound and apply the simile to their own 
liking. 

We may here remark, en passant, that it is in refer- 
ence to Apollo's bow that each of his physicking priests 
adopts those variegated hues by which, rather than by 
the light it sheds, his lamp is distinguished. Instead of 
** Barclay's entire," he usually has over his temple's 
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threshold the words SIC me servavit Apollo » To his 
view the glorious arch presents not a sublime harmony 
of colours, but a medicinal mixture of senna, licorice, 
hydrargynmi, digitalis, gamboge, rhubarb, and* Plum- 
mer's pill. Thank Heaven ! we do not possess so jaun- 
diced an eye, or we should be induced to console our- 
selves with Horace's observation — 

Neque semper arcum 

Tendit Apollo, 

Page 15, line 1. "The Bear and Glass." ' 

Every one remembers the old saying, " once a thief 
always a thief;*' and we, having detected M. P. in so 
many literary larcenies, are now accustomed very nar- 
rowly to examine every thing he sends us. Although 
he tries to palm upon us this fable, as well as its com- 
panion, the report of the case " Daw at suit Dove," as 
his own, we did and still do entertain very serious doubts 
of his having come by either of them honestly. 

If any manufacturer of, or dealer mjeux, or bijoux^ 
happen to have lost either the fable or the story, and 
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will duly establish his ownership, he is welcome thereto, 
upon application to us, and on paying all the expenses 
of this advertisement. We cannot, however, promise 
to attend as a witness on any prosecution of M.P., ex- 
cept it be to *' speak to character/' 

Page 15, line 4. " A vase." 

We much wish M.P. would obtain an Act of Parlia- 
ment, declaring how this word should be pronounced. 
" In our hot youth, when George the Third was King," 
— that is to say, before the peace, — this synonyme for 
« vessel " used to be pronounced by old-fashioned Eng- 
lish folk BB ''lace.** Now, it is like ''jaws" in the 
mouths of some fine people ; with others, such as Jew 
curiosity-dealers, it would rhyme with " horse," or, per- 
haps, ''hoss.*' At the United Service it has a little 
more of the r, after the fashion of Miss Adelaide, so as 
to harmonize with "wars." Others again, fancy it 
should be in time with ''jars.'* We believe that the de- 
viation from the aforesaid old English mode was intro- 
duced from abroad by some of those remarkably nice 
captivating counts who, with their profusion of curls and 
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other ** capillary attractions," are to be seen doing the * 
elegant with the ladies, and the literary with the big- 
wigs, so as to leaye a plain-spoken John Bull not a bit of 
a chance with those great shaggy-maned Hons, except at 
a Smithfield cattle-show. For our part, we are too 
sturdy to give way in a huny to these new-fangled im- 
portations, with their gingerbread gimcracks, and fo- 
reign-cooked kickshaws: and, until we are otherwise 
compelled by Act of Parliament, we will — ^let the ladies 
and the learned say what they like — ^firmly adhere to the 
old-fashioned pronunciation ; thus recognising the fol- 
lowing authority of one of our best poets : 



« 



u 



So water, trembling in a polished vase^ 
Reflects the beam that plays upon its face ;" 



and we hope the sensible and independent MnxiOM will 
follow our example, leaying the un-English " yawrs " to 
shockheaded shopboys and counteT'fits. 

Page 18, line 8. " The first Pun-ic club." 
We thought we were acquainted with every club in 
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* London, whether high or low ; as well the Carlton, 
which (like its politics) is the former ; as the Free-and- 
easy, which is the latter; and the Reform, which is 
both. Yes, we fsmcied we knew every club, from the 
biggest and most aristocratical stick for the gentlefolk in 
St. James*s, down to the more humble, but not less 
Herculean shilelagh for TH£ Million in St. Giles's. 

As to any Pun-ic Club, however, it had altogether 
escaped us. After g^at research we have now been 
fortunate enough not only to discover the whereabouts of 
this club, but to obtain some information of its transac- 
tions. They are not so remarkable as the proceedings 
of Goldsmith's celebrated club, but are sufficiently inte- 
resting to deserve a little notice. 

On a club night a pun is expected from every member 
present. He who, by vote of the majority, is declared 
to have then made the best, takes the chair with the 
title of '^ King of the Carthaginians :" and the member, 
who has made the worst, is declared vice. 

Business is then proceeded with, the most interesting 
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part being the peculiar form attending the initiation of 
a member. This ceremony is very curious. The candi- 
date^ being regularly proposed and introduced, is com- 
pelled to stand upon his head on the middle of the 
table, two Carthaginians usually holding his legs, so that 
his figure describes the letter Y pretty tolerably. While 
in this graceful position, he is required to turn all his 
pockets inside out, and to repeat, in an audible voice, the 
whole of the alphabet backwards, beginning Z, Y, X, 
W, and so on. But if the neophyte cannot progress 
comfortably beyond L, the rest is sometimes indulgently 
commuted for a bowl of punch. 

As soon as the spirits and groceries appear, the fun 
of the night begins. Then every Carthaginian cracks 
away in his best style. It is most amusing, at times, to 
see a dull bird, ail unconsciously, make a famous pun, 
80 as to acquire for it the regal honour, the simple be- 
wildered Carthaginian himself being quite unable to 
divine the reason why, thus unexpectedly, he has '^ great- 
ness thrust upon him." The same member seldom reigns 
through the whole night, but is frequently obUged to 
abdicate in favour of some other Carthaginian, whose 
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last has proved an eclipser. Sometimes king and vice 
exchange thrones in the space of a few minutes. It is 
also observable, that every member being allowed to vote 
with the rest on the merits of his own pun, he, of course, 
in the first instance, aspires to the Pun-ic crown : but, 
failing in that, he then strives for the vicedom : for, if 
his pun is not the best, he is ambitious that it shall be 
the very worst. A medium punster is considered as a 
mere nobody among the Carthaginians. 

We must not omit an anecdote of a Carthaginian bache- 
lor, who, like single-speech Hamilton, was never known to 
say more than one good thing in his life. He was, not- 
withstanding, a great favourite with the club, who, on 
his death, unanimously voted a monumental epitaph, 
which, after the model of Corelli*6, was to contain the 
one great work of the deceased. The epitaph was in 
these words : 



Here Ues ONE ! 
Single in life, single in pun. 
His life was pure, his pun was thii 
' No /Sa^cXop fia do afiir.' 
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This pun is certainly nowYery stale ; but we have here 
given its undoubted origin. 

It appears that the club is accustomed to give hono- 
rary prizes on grand occasions, when one very celebrated 
Carthaginian of the present day nearly always succeeds, 
as did Pluto, in bearing off the bell. 

The records of the club show that a large proportion of 
its members has usually consisted of lawyers, and the vice 
has commonly been one of that profession. Delicacy for- 
bids our divulging who was most frequently the king ; but 
we have no hesitation in saying that it was not George 
III. or Dr. Johnson. The name which most often occurs 
in the journals as vice, is Sergeant Davy's, whose 
worst pun has been carefully preserved in the club- 
minutes of that time, as a choice specimen of the re- 
markably bad. It was this : when complaining to the 
JPun-ic monarch of a deficiency of strength in the 
punch, says Davy, *' Please your Majesty, I like nothing 
y^cble except a brief.** 

Between this club and another, called The JbAn- 
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sonian, a deadly feud has always existed, owing to the 
diametrically opposite nature of their several funda- 
mental principles. For instance, every Johnsonian 
making a puUy first has his pockets picked hy the 
Fellows for the henefit of their cluh, and is then ex- 
pelled. Sometimes a Johnsonian is declared to have 
made a puiiy and is plimdered and expelled accordingly, 
although the accused, conscious of his prevailing dis- 
position, has not even spoken a word from dread of the 
consequences. The Johnsonians justify this on the 
ground that merely thinking a pun is a compassing of 
treason against Johnsonian majesty, and is a sufficient 
making to come within the meaning of their statutes. 

Expulsion from either cluh is considered a strong 
reconmiendation for admission to the other: hut the 
JPun-ic has heen rarely known to expel a memher ; or 
indeed, to lose one, except hy death. 

The test of Pun-ic fellowship is very simple. On 
asking so ordinary a question, as '^ What's o'clock ?", if 
the party addressed take out his timepiece and tell you 
the hour, set him down at once for a mere Johnsonian : 
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but, on the contrary, if he be a true Carthaginian, he 
will coolly answer " Really, I don't know, for / 
merely carry a watckP 

It is altogether foreign from our purpose, as the 
young lady remarked of celibacy, to give a prolonged 
account of the transactions of this club ; and, therefore, 
we shall merely add that, haying carefully collated the 
names of its members with the names recorded in the 
Newgate Calendar, we cannot find a single instance of 
a real Carthaginian having been convicted of larceny. 
This proves that if the ^»-ic boys are actually accus- 
tomed to pick pockets, they do the trick very cle- 
verly. 

Page 20, line 1 5. " T ^d I'll make, by taming diet.'* 

We cannot approve of M.P.'s returning railing for 
railing. Uncourteous behavioiu*, and incivility, always, 
in g^ood society, produce their own pmiishment by the 
self-degradation to which an offence against the social 
decencies at once reduces the offender; and therefore, 
such anathemas as M. P.'s are, in any case, tmnecessary. 
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We never see, without pitying, an ignorant person 
betraying his ill-breeding by a sneer, or any insolence 
of look, language, or gesture. But when a well-read 
man is other than urbane and gentle, we are ready to 
exclaim with Jacques, " Oh knowledge iU inhabited, 
worse than Jove in a thatched house!" 

Of course, our remarks caxmot be regarded as per- 
sonal. We were not present at M.P.'s interview, and 
therefore, cannot vouch for his having told us either the 
truth, or the whole truth ; and indeed, we suspect that 
he has done neither : for never before did we hear of any 
person's receiving aught but marked kindness and cour- 
tesy at the hands of the distinguished gentleman to 
whom we presume M.P. has alluded. By his own 
showing, he intruded where he had no business, and 
asked a very silly and impertinent question, most pro- 
bably in his usual way. Were the whole truth known, 
therefore, we dare say that, if he got a sharp, gentle- 
manly rap on the knuckles, he richly deserved it. 

In giving M.P. this rebuke, we feel we are faithfully dis- 
charging our sub-editorial duty. We most affectionately 
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and earnestly exhort him to avoid dispensing his ahuse 
for the future ; and, under no provocation of language, 
to think of ^* catching the speaker's eye," as did our 
distinguished relative Mr. Cbib, when he spoiled the 
speculation of a fellow who said he was no gentleman. 

Page 21, line 9. " a doctor too,— of shoes, 

Alias a cobbler——" 

We must learn a little more about this worthy. It is 
our firm conviction that he is no longer a doctor of mere 
shoes, which he, like ourselves, justly considers beneath 
him. Doubtless, ere this, having got hold of the Lancet, 
he has cut the leather ; has abandoned his lapstone to 
practise lithotomy ; has neglected the heel to attend to 
healing ; and now spreads Burgundy-pitch plasters, in- 
stead of sticking to cobbler's wax. Heaven defend us 
from being a patient in the hands of such a versatile 
genius, who would probably, instead of a curer, prove a 
closer ; and the first dose of whose physic would for a 
dead certainty prove our last ; who, being less skilled in 
tying up a blood-vessel than sewing insteps, would per- 
haps, witii one of his vile leather-cutters, let out a flow of 
blood, and with it a flow of soul, in worse than bootless 
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haste, so as speedily to reduce us to the horizontal, put 
an untunelj extinguisher on our suh-editorial rushlight, 
and convert our carcass into so much raw material for the 
crowner's quest. And then, what is M.P. to do for a 
suh-editor ? And what are the Million to do for their 
poetry ? 

While we would not deprecate, hut applaud any man's 
aspiring to superiority, hy means of a carefid and diligent 
assiduity in the improvement of his mind and manners ; 
yet we do protest against the silver-keyed facility with 
which vulgar, conceited ignoramuses intrude into and 
acquire a right to practise professions for which they 
are not fitted hy education, manners, character, or ac- 
complishments. It is thus we are annoyed hy quacks, 
charlatans, and pettifoggers, coarse and uncouth fellows, 
decked in the outer garh of professionals, whom nature 
designed rather for poachers, stahle-hoys, scavengers, and 
swell-mohhers. The nuisance prevails mostly among 
'^ healing" artists, hut the other professional atmospheres 
are also polluted. 

It is to he regretted that when a tradesman gets wamiy 
he straightway decides on enjoying the amhitious g^tiB- 



*> 
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cation of hearing himself talk to his jealous neighhours 
of " my son, Doctor this," or " my son, the lawyer," 
regardless of the offensive annoyance he perhaps im- 
poses on society, and reckless of his son*s thus hecoming 
a sort of hybrid in some profession which he disgraces, 
instead of a quiet, comfortahle tradesman in a sphere 
where he might he useful and respected. 

The ahove remarks will prohahly remind our readers 
of those lines of Pope, so often quoted, hut so little 
regarded : — 

'^ Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow ; 

" The rest is all hut leather and prunella." 

Page 21, line 17. " 'Tis 'cause they're men dead." 

This pun is as old as the hills. K we really are to 
haye an infliction of the cohhlerian, or cordwainerian 
Muse, she ought to make her visits with a cleaner and 
younger face, and in fresher and gayer apparel ; not in 
dirty old rags from Monmouth-street. 

Although we hardly concur with Dr. Johnson in re- 
garding a punster and a pickpocket as necessarily one 



48 NOTES. 

and the same in person and identity, yet we confess to 
an incurable hatred of a mere word-catcher. Kgood 
pun, on the other hand, is no bad thing. To be good 
howeyer, it must possess intrinsic merit apart from its 
double meaning ; or rather, the double meaning ought 
to augpnent the wit of what is in itself witty aliunde. 

This forms the rich charm of Hood's smart things. 
The distinction which may be drawn between this ca- 
pital writer of jeux d esprit and a mere punster is, that 
the latter treats the pun as the joke, while the former 
makes the pun merely the servant, or (as the Yankees 
say) the help to the joke. 

Page 22, line 3. 

" These relics from beneath his lapstone. 
If I can prig * * 

When M.P. thus seeks to make us a sort of particeps 
criminis before the fetct in filching a cobbler^s poetry, 
he offends the dignity of our digitals, which are accus- 
tomed to only good society and gentlemanly prigging ; 
and we are therefore disposed to bring this deep hand 
before Sir Peter, or Duke Humphry, to answer for his 
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felomoas circumyentions. Following Nym's example, 
" we will run no hose humour, but will keep the 'haviour 
of reputation." We consider M.P.*s treating us as a 
common fence, like Fagin, or Ikey Solomons^ as an un- 
common offence. 

The unblushing assurance with which M.P. coolly 
announces his intention, is only to be accounted for by 
his regarding as an authority, Prior's confession of 
cribbing from others : — 

^^ From whom I jests and puns purloin, 
" And slyly put *em off for mine." 

But M.P. should bear in mind that one man may 
steal a horse, when another may not look over the 
hedge; and that M.P. does not stand for Matthew 
Prior. Besides, Prior, at all events, never stole from a 
cobbler. 
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Page 22, line 9. 
^' He gave me (after fourteen * goes*). 



»\ If 



It is all very weU for M.P. to saj *' he gave me/ 
when he had made the Finshury Butt *^ full to the 
bung." If the latter was " na that fou*' to be utterly 
disqualified for poetical transactions, we can't say much 
for the purity, or strength of the Finshury Old Tom. It 
is our opinion that M.P.y having laid a trap for the 
cobbler, inmared him TTith the i^«. 

Page 22, line 10. '^ The letter whieh I now enclose/' 

As this enclosure had a rhubarb-coloured look, and a 
compound smell of garHc, stale sour paste, asafoetiday 
and damaged blacking, we first had it well fumigated, 
and then, with the aid of tongs and spectacles, we duly 
examined the same. 

We found it to be a letter from the cobbler's uncle, 
and, as near as we could decipher it (barring the bad 
spelling which we have corrected), as follows ; 
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" Dear Newy, 

^ I write to say that your cousin^ what's my daugh- 
** ter, Is just come home from boarding school, and has 
** learned to make poetry. She has made some on our 
^* new shepherd, which she will feel obligated to you to 
' put it in one of them periodicals, and to be dedicated 
" to Sir Something B— — 

" Your affectionate Uncle, 

« T. Pepperd. 

** Lantwit-Major-Farm, near Cowbridge^ 
" 14th February, 1842." 

Annexed to the letter by a pin, is what looks like 

a fly-leaf torn out of one of B ^r's novels, and appears 

to haye done severe duty as a curl-paper. 

With incredible labour, and, as Hudibras says, '^ after 
we had almost pored out our eyes," we triumphantly 
rescued from dark oblivion the following : 

" What's in a NAME ? 
** * Papa, I suggest our new shepherd 
" ' Should Eugene be called, and not Sam.' 
" ' Why so, girl ?' asked old fanner Pepperd : 
** Says she — ''Cause Eugene was Aram.* " 
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How far Miss P/s cousin, the cobbler, exercised a 
wise discretion in burying her poetry under his lapstone, 
instead of complying with the request of Pepperd pere, 
IS a question which we leave to the decision of thx 
Million. 



Page 24, line 4. " Drawn Her Majesty's postilion." 

There is something like a sneer in this allusion to (as 
we presume) the last great work of our gracious 
Queen's historical painter. We have not yet seen this 
portrait of the postilion; but we doubt not that it b 
worthy alike of the titled artbt*s reputation, and of the 
society of its more aristocratical companions of the 
equestiian order. But in our eyes, the picture's ho- 
nourable destination forms its chief interest. 

Now, we shall have not only singing for the Million, 
pills for THE Million, and poetry for the Million, 
but also a painter for the Million ! We understand this 
splendid ckefcTceuvre is intended to be idtimately placed 
in the great room of the Little Pedlington Museum as a 
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fit companion to Daubson's celebrated " Grenadier.'* 
Par nohile fratrum ! 

A few of our artists have a queer feeling about the 
Million. Some are shocked at their pictures being 
seen by eyes less aristocratical than a lord*s ; others, 
more cunning, are not quite so exclusive, but will con- 
descendingly do the civil even with a purse-proud 
virtuoso. We were amused once by witnessing the 
laughable lackadaisical sensitiveness betrayed by one 
of them at seeing his picture exposed in a shop- window 
to the vulgar gaze of the Million. 



Page 24, line 21.—" Phaeton." 

If M.P. wish to acquire a stahlejiess of reputation, and 
" make all our grooms admire his learning," he must 
adopt the equestrian style of spelling, as well as speak- 
ing. This word is spelled and pronounced as Pke- ay -ton, 
by all the vehicular Million, 

quos curriculo pulverem Netomarketum 

Collegisse juvat 



c2 
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Page 25, line 20. " A column for ^mjiggersy 

L — DS — R', the other day, gave a severe cawing to one 
of our Carthaginian how-wow acquaintance, who dog- 
gedly insisted on Joey's being a poet, upon the ground 
that as Joe understood figures, ergo, he must be ac- 
quainted with the 9. 



Page 26, line 20. 
" Horses will better understand." 

What versatility of talent is displayed by M.P. ! 
Not only is he a Millionaire Poet, and a Mixer of 
Physic, but also a Mender of Pavements. In his last 
character, we shall be very glad if he can supply the 
great desideratum which has puzzled so many block- 
heads. At a late meeting of the Finsbury Scientific 
Association, several papers were read on the subject. 
One lady, no less prudent than humane, willing to join 
frugality with firm footing, ingeniously suggested the 
use of the old postage stamps. The Finsbury Butt, 
after premising that he thought there was nothing like 
leather, hinted somethuig about layers of cobbler*s wax. 
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Mr. Jinks preferred mud^ as affording a more congenial 
and less dangerous material to tumble down upon. 
Other equally ingenious suggestions were advanced. In 
preference to them all, however, we beg very respect- 
fully to tender our own notion on the subject: we 
fancy that the object may be accomplished by simply 
placing a layer oifelt between every two blocks. 



Page 27, line 15. 
" But oh ! when Death's gaunt, gloveless hand." 

M.P. has a great knack at this work. His Muse 
seems to be a sort of "half-and-half" — part tragic, 
part figurante-»a compound of Melpomene and Terp- 
sichore '^ rolled into one ;" and quite fond of exhibiting 
her graceful limbs and postures among a regular corps 
de ballet of " light-heeled ghosts and visionary shades" 
in this dance of Death ; and her favourite town resi- 
dence being "midst skulls and coffins, epitaphs and 
worms," in Bunhill-fields burying-ground. We cer- 
tainly /ee/ the compliment intended for us, and we feel 
it " as the icy fang** giving us a sort of chilly all-over- 
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ishness only to be dispelled by a reeking tumbler of 
warm-with. And now, having drunk the health and 
long life of M.P. and the Million, we beg to 
observe that we would rather have to return thanks for a 
toast, than for an epitaph. We are disposed to acknow- 
ledge the latter with " sorry to trouble you — much 
obliged — should like to do the same for you, as the 
dead body said to the grave-digger." The epitaph in 
the text is not the only one of M.P.'s in our pos- 
session. Among others, that on a friend of ours, named 
Stone, being not very long, we may as well introduce 
here : 

Stranger, behold the grave of Mr. Stone ; 
^ Whose monument might be his name alone.* 
A tender friend, his love was ever fresh : 
For this Stone*s heart was still a heart of flesh. 
In vain the doctors tried death's aim to parry : 
The monster far too surely struck his quarry. 
So must all yield — the brave, the wise, the just — 
To that fell power, which tum'd e'en Stone to dust. 
His soul in heav'n is safe — and by this token — 
No ways being mended there, no Stone is broken. 
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Page 27, line 20.— O fieyas Uav rtBvr)K€. 

The learned Million will not expect any apology 
for M.P.'s using a scrap from the classics ; and the un- 
learned Million will hardly now administer the well- 
known rehuke of the chaw-bacon, who complained of 
the parson's not giving his hearers any Latin on Sun- 
days. "It don't matter," said the farmer, "whether 
we understands it, if we pays for the best o't, we ought 
to ha' it." 

The yalue of " the best o't" here rendered is greatly 
enhanced from the circumstance that, so £Eur as regards 
M.P 's stock of Greek, in giving his /iryos Ilai/, he g^ves 
his little all. 
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CONCLUSION. 

As a concluding obserration, we beg to state, that more 
important literaiy avocations have induced us to avail our- 
selves in these our humbler labours, pro hoe vice^ of the 
subordinate services of a raw underling joiimeyman in 
our Editorial workshop. How far he may have success- 
fully handled the tools we liave permitted him to use, it 
rests with our old customers, the Muxion, to decide. 
We hope that he has neither cut his own fingers, nor 
disgraced our reputation. If the latter should be evinced 
by the g^ods remaining unsold, we shall infisdlibly dis- 
charge him without a character. But if his workman- 
ship shall not receive this most important test of con- 
demnation, we shall retain him in our employ as a sort 
of Editorial-sub, or scribbling-foreman in our manufac- 
tory of " Poetry for the Million.^ 
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